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HIGH LIGHTS 


MULLIGAN • Robert H. McCullagh 


Of all the eatln* in pot or pan, 

There's nothin* like mulligan to fill up a man. 

The oook may be greasy, grouchy and gruff, 

But watch this hombre stow 'way the stuff. 

You cau talk as you please 'bout she-oookin' and pies, 
But give me old mulligan till I*m full to'the eyes. 
Then I'll sit on my heels till I'm clear in the head, 
And I'll 'dream of more mulligan as I roll in my bed. 


(Rhymes of a Rimrook Rannie) 


IMPRESSIONS OF WAR-TIME vjf^SHINC^TON ! 


It is hard to believe; but this mad, compact, 
bustling city of 9,999,999 ( latest unofficial guess ) 
looming out of its dimout, is the very same that, until 
this rumpus started overseas, was but a sleepy, overgrown 
village of a few hundred thousands. Not that it isn t 
still sleepy in the same old quarters: Congress still 
vegetates; but this aspect of its draber side is now for 
the time fairly overlaid with snappier and more colorful 
life. 

Out of tihe morning mists from the Chesapeake, 
out of the daylong smoke haze from the war industries and 
from the Potomac Yards, tower the Washington Monument, 
the Capitol Building and the Lincoln Memorial, They are 
the same yesterday, today and tomorrow. The same, too, 
are the sprawling grey blocks of massive architecture 
that, line Pennsylvania and Constitution Avenues; but to¬ 
day, in these streets, you will scarcely see the build¬ 
ings for the populace, nor all the populace for the mem¬ 
bers of the armed forces, while of these last again you 
will have eyes for but the one half or the other, depend¬ 
ing altogether upon your sex. If you are feminine, Wash¬ 
ington is for you an enchanted city in a fair kingdom of 
youth, thronged exclusively with handsome heroes, soul- 
ravishing and heart-compelling . in their gay form-fitting 
uniforms adorned with bars and with buttons that flash 
and glisten like the scintillating stars; while, if you 
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are male, you are surely miraculously entered here by the 
gates of the blessed into the streets of a paradise that 
is peopled solely with angels, a 3^ militaire , in the 
oharmltlg guise of waacs and of dainty waves. They may not 
look twice upon you, puny civilian that you are,, and they 
probably won’t, these Amazonian commandos; but, with due 
caution and at safe remove, you may look very tenderly 
upon them. 

Washington, having overflowed the District of 
Columbia like a paunchy man spilling through his vest, is 
bounded upon three sides by the reaches of rural Mary¬ 
land; while, upon the south side, it is marked off by the 
wet Potomac River, It is well that the Potomac is really 
wet, for Just across this river lies Virginia which, ex¬ 
cept for light wines and beer in the unromantlc daytime 
when you don't want them, is as' dry as the Mojave Desert, 
That is to say, like the Mojave. Desert, it is dry only 
upon the surface; the rivers are underground. But if, 
like the date palm of the Arab, Virginia stands: with her 
crown baking in the sun and her roots in the deep welling 
springs, Washington reclines like Lucullus at the Roman 
feast, her nether extremities exposed-and desiccated in 
the dry air of Capitol Hill, 'her head and both shoulders 
plunged into the bubbling,stream. Out of these fountains, 
good cheer runs by dark, devious, subterranean routes 
even unto the far-off borders of the^ Carolinas, rivaling 
the rivers of Xanadu; yet, these sources•never run dry, 
for there are many more inexhaustible wells.to be counted 
in Washington than there will ever be moss-covered buck¬ 
ets to hang in them, ■ •' 

"God helps those who help themselves," is a slo¬ 
gan that probably originated somewhere on F Street, N.W.; 
for, while the big department stores of this famous shop¬ 
ping center are as fine as any in the land and contain 
everything one could possibly want from every corner of 
the six continents and the seven seas, they are all, like 
the Safeway stores, strictly on a serve-yourself basis, 
Not that there is any appreciable lack of clerks, such as 
they are, even though the stores are Jammed with custom¬ 
ers from door to door, ^ No;.the clerks are there solely 
for the purpose of taking,.' y.our money, not to wait upon 
you or on me. If only^disoourtesy were at a premium.the 
"poor workin' gal" of the Capitol would be living like a 
duchess, for long ago the.last vestige of courtesy disap¬ 
peared from these haunts into the armed service's and .into 
the war industries. He'who takes the remainder, takes ; but 
trash, both white and.colored; ■' ■ 
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O&n we cross this intersection safely ’in all of 
this' crowd? Possibly, If all the ^f'^^’^^^-J^Sns are very 
plainly^ In our favor; but. there Is always the^ left-turner 
and the - rl'feht-turner. By their degrees 

.know them. • If the drlver'iStops for you, h^ is ^ 

white visitor from rural parts; if he hesitates 
enough for you' to Jump out; of hi s way, Sill 

andts' likely native; but;.if he , he will 

'invariably be a native of-very dark .comp^px^pn. Should he 
succeed in knocking you down, consider thjt it, ®®^®J;y 
his playful way of reminding you tha,t in .Washington the 
creed of race equality .is- POt .the wllX-p'-the-wlsp that 
it still remains south of) the, Jaason-DixPn .Line, 

• i ., . .1 

•'Have you arranged ; your hotel acppmmodations ^at 
least three weeks in advance?. -No'? Well.^there are a few 
^pprk benches to be founds but the last 
the third---floor back , has; been let and. Bub.let ;uthese next 
six montha; Perhaps, while .we are waiting, for the Housing 
•Administration to build a fpw. more apartmehts (not that 
it hasn’t'built a few already),. ' we might, go, about a bit 
to see thd sights, mere cfan.we go on a gallon and a hail 
a week? Don’t worry; I know a fellow who, khpws a truckman 
who owns a T card and a siphon. But' here comes a bus. It 
may be that we’can batter,pur way in far .enough so that 
'the driver can close the, door;, and I hope that you are 
oarryihg‘-^ur own seat along wl'th you,'"On second thought. 
If we really want to get .anywhere with any' despatch ^and 
comfort;' perhaps we had.bet^ter-walk. Or better yet^ , 
we have the -.train fare and can still get. one foot into 
the phair'Car-, let us go l^.pme. We are diatinotly personae 
non ' gratae here. .. ^ 

. . * ‘ V •,‘ 

. •* ' * U * » ! i ■ : , . ' 


C » * :.•* ^ «• * ¥r'it * it 


HAUNTED-’ 01TY 


Richmond upon tj:ie James, t<he ,cepitol of the Old 
Dominion, once the stout citadel of the grey Lost Cause 
and the rival of Washington, is today a quiet, friendly 
city where every other street has its enduring legend and 
every age-scarred wall its vivid stirring tale of the 
long vanished past, , Richmond is a haunted city, Wit^n 
her twentieth-century house the shadows are crowded j^th 
the memories of other days, memories, that are filled witn 
glory and, in their glory, sad. Outwardly, 
here Just as everywhere else; .vet here,^ in the midst oi 
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today, often in some subtle manner, one is so constantly 
being reminded of yesterday and of the things that are 
old. 

This continuous feeling as of the still- living 
presence of days that are dead, is due in part, no doubt, 
to the great wealth of historical sites and relics that 
here everywhere so closely abound. Certainly this is all 
historic ground hereabouts. It is difficult to move far 
in any direction without encountering some monument to 
the past or some old, half buried redoubt, now in life¬ 
less ruin, ■ where the musketman and the cannoneer were 
once very much alive. The remains of Jamestown, also upon 
the James, are not so far away, keeping very real the 
stark annals of Colonial times; the tide of the Revolu¬ 
tion has left its high water-mark, moldering now, in so 
many places; while the battlefields of the War Between 
the States everywhere pock the land like the soars of a 
virulent epidemic that has come and gone, leaving a beau¬ 
tiful face forever disfigured. 

In the stately John Marshall Hotel, the spacious 
foyer is gayly thronged with guests. Here, in the pleas¬ 
ant coffee shop, you may breakfast at your liesure upon 
southern corn muffins and the famous Virginia ham; or, in 
the cool sea-grill, lunch on a wide variety of sea foods 
fresh from the Chesapeake; while, in the Marshall Room, 
where a smart colored orchestra plays softly all- the lat¬ 
est tunes from behind a big screen of potted palms, of an 
evening you may dine and dance. There are, to the casual 
observer, no shadows here. Down on the ground floor, how¬ 
ever, inconspicuously faced, there is a small curio shop 
where the visitor may purchase the usual souvenirs and 
trinkets. Here, day after day, waits a kindly, soft-spok¬ 
en, grey-haired man who, if you gain his confidence and 
his sympathy, will lead you quietly into a small back 
room where, with an air of reverence, he unlocks a small 
strong-box to bring out for your Inspection, as between 
kindred spirits, a few precious relics and a fhin sheaf 
of yellowing Confederate documents which he handles as 
lovingly as a mother handles an ailing child. These ob¬ 
jects are not for sale: quite obviously his salesmanship 
is left in the outer room. Instead, if he is not pressed 
for time, he will sit down with you beside his tiny desk 
and there, for an hour or more, relate anecdote after 
anecdote about that gallant leader and "his boys" of the 
Army of Virginia whom they all still love so well. 

But, though much of her history is sad, there is 
at least one very bright spot in Richmond's past: the 
golden age of the ante be Hum days. Out of this has come 
her greatest bid for fame, curiously enough from a genius 
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who waa as sad a man as any who ever lived, Down on East 
Main Street, across the cobbled way from the great facto¬ 
ries where the air for blocks around is heavy with the 
scent of cigars and cigarettes in the making, Richmond 
has set up a tiny shrine to the memory of Edgar Allen 
Poe, though once her stepchild, tardily now her most fam¬ 
ous son. There was a time when the people of Richmond 
neglected Poe; but, no more. Today, close to the hum of 
modern industry, in a wee quiet house that was old before 
the fall of Yorktown, so old that the accumulations of 
the decades have left it standing a foot below the level 
of the ground, they have gathered in and now preserve a 
goodly number of his former meager possessions. Here, as 
upon entrance you step down from the street, the curator, 
Mias Thayer, will graciously greet you and, upon a show 
of due appreciation, will gladly devote to you the half 
of an afternoon in an intimate, happy ohat about the life 
and the works of that once unhappy man. 

The summer skies over Richmond are very ohang- 
able, filled with variable moods like the city itself, 
While the sun is bright, there are always a few clouds in 
the distance. Once a day or so, these clouds will gather 
into long ragged lines, Thunderheads come up rapidly out 
of the south and the east. The grey clouds push grimly up 
across the blue heavens. Suddenly the air darkens; then, 
the lightning flares, and the thunder roars like pealing 
cannon and the echoing roll of musketry, It is so easy to 
fancy that the ghostly tattered ranks of the legions in 
grey are advancing again, in their vanguard "Jeb" Stuart, 
"Stonewall” Jackson and, on his great grey charger, that 
courtly, white-haired figure of Robert E. Lee. A little, 
the storm moves on; the sun comes out again into the vlo- 
torinus blue, shining Intensely hot, and all the land 
steams as in a Turkish bath. Far off, in the expanses of 
Ryrd Park, the tower of the Carillon gleams like a beacon 
of light; the great granite piers of the bridges that 
span the river glisten with moisture in the slanting rays 
a golden bronze; while the river itself that but a few 
momenta before was a dusky grey, le now everywhere a tur¬ 
quoise blue. 

Aside from a summer,storm, there is no longer 
now even a ghostly menace from the Boys in Grey, Long ago 
the last of them put by their guns and went quietly home. 
Long ago, "they have all passed over the river and are 
resting in the shade of the trees." 
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TARKINGTON IN PASADENA 


Bob Foote 


Still convinced that there is noting to equal a 
laugh in building morale, the Pasadena Community Play¬ 
house has embarked upon a Mid-Summer Drama Festival which 
will be devoted to taking minds briefly off more serious 
matters. That has been the summer policy of the notable 
State Theater in Pasadena since war became a certainty in 
the threatening year of 1941, Again the Playhouse becomes 
"an oasis of laughter in a troubled world. 


In offering such relief, Director Gilmor Brown 
and his associates are at the same time putting renewed 
emphasis upon the sort of America which wo fighetto •'main¬ 
tain. They have selected as the medium of the drama fes¬ 
tival, now in its ninth season, eight plays by Booth Tar- 
kington, the most truly representative of all American 
dramatists. 


In Tarkington, one laughs not at but with Ameri¬ 
cans. One sees the foibles of the naive exposed. One must 
note, also, sturdy inner virtues of Americans, by and 
large, sense their aspirations, appreciate anew what it 
is that makes them at once both the most optimistic and 
the most determined of all peoples. The vitality of Tar- 
kington humor is a marvel to all orltlcs. Dated his plays 
may be, in costume and idiom; but they are as fresh Pic¬ 
tures of average American lives, hearts and smiles as the 
day they were penned. Choice of Tarkington for the summer 
season seems most felicltious. 


The Playhouse also is to be commended upon its 
determination to carry on in spite of all the vexatious 
but necessary handicaps Imposed by the national situa¬ 
tion. In a way , the Playhouse, too, is turning back a 
quarter century to^the time when it and most of its plays 
for the summer, alike were young. It is dependent, more 
than for many years past, on the support of its friends. 


The Tarkington season opened June 22, and vdll 
run each play one week, starting Tuesday evenings and 
continuing through Sunday evenings, with no performances 
Mondays. Matinees will be given only on Saturdays. 

The first of the series was "The Man From Home," 
which was written in 1907 in collaboration with Harry 
Leon Wilson and was long the starring vehicle of the old 
favorite, William Hodge. 


Following, in sequence, will be "Intimate Stran- 
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in, wriLLen in xyio wiT,n duixau ijuibow, 
lo," played with great success by Otis Skinner In 1916; 
^Humble Servant," another success of Otis Skinner a; 
"Monsieur Beaucalre," first a great vehicle on the stage 
for Richard Mansfield and later a tremendous picture hit 
for Rudolph Valentino: and finally, as the dosing play, 
the most popular of all Tarklngton’s stage works, oeven- 
teen," 


The last mentioned Is scheduled to end the Pasa¬ 
dena season on August 15 but, It may be suspected, prob¬ 
ably It will run over for additional weeks: as, when done 
on t/wo previous occasions by the Community Players, It 
proved one of the greatest drawing cards In their stage 
history. 


HAROLD CAREW 


Alfred J. Dewey 


The sudden passing of Harold Oarew, last Friday, 
left a void In the hearts of all who knew him. That was 
especially so with his friends and Intimates of the Arts 
Guild. We are all going to miss him keenly here. So many 
times he came to our rescue with a speaker for our pro¬ 
gram or an article for our paper. So many times, too, 
he voluntarily gave us of his crowded hours. It was but a 
few weeks ago he came to us to discuss for the best part 
of an afternoon his plans for the broadening and the fur¬ 
thering of the activities of the Guild, plans that he 
alone could fully carry out. He not only helped us on 
many occasions when his health would permit; he had a 
sincere feeling and took a real Interest In what Is being 
done to further the welfare of the arts In Sierra Madre, 

His long and successful career as a writer and a 
newspaperman was known to thousands of readers from coast 
to coast. As a book reviewer, a post that he held to the 
last with the Pasadena Star-News, he was everywhere con¬ 
sidered among the very best, with a reputation, constant¬ 
ly growing, that began with his Boston days. 

Our deepest sympathy goes out to his wife, Laura, 
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GUILD MEETINGS 


Bill Burke 


The June meeting of the Guild worked out better 
than we antlolSted. l! was a meeting around » 

Snner. Everybody came bringing something to eat on the 
outside, and went away carrying It on the Inside, wne 
first suggested, the J^ea seemed fine Und^ ^IlnL^Sew 
out, It was flno':,^^’^','^°onderlnK®and°anxlety among us - 
ISySodrooSel” would there be enough food! ^Vhat If 
everyone brought the same thing? 

in these days, with the constant hammering upon 
dietetics, we must have a well balanced diet or we are In 

dire dletreee. Of course, there 5°or,?e 

long ago when ... Today Is not what It used to be. People 
have become calory and vltamlne conscious. Mostly, vita 
S. thl spotlight, but those having ^becoming 

bulges watch their calories with gastronomic fldell y. 

So It was with some fear that we 

packages. Amazing! Nothing sal- 

Fanny Farmer ever thought up was there: 

IdB of every description, cheese dishes, 
les cold cuts, boiled eggs and deviled, hot biscuits ana 
iam ?Sllsr plain cakesrfancy cakes, oakes with choco¬ 
late tope and oakes with white tops, “d pies, too, all 
kinds of pies, (Makes me hungry now to think of It, and 
not a coupon left In my ration book*) 

It was a fine dinner (as why 
and It gave everybody a chance to see 

baLrs fhelr neighbors are Includes the Ulstar- 

la Bake Shop). Let’s have ano.ther potluck dinner. Aii in 

favor, say AYE. 




#♦*#*#♦****♦ 


At the Guild meeting to be held 
of Frldav July 2, Mr, W, R* Humphries, of Arcadia, will 
speS on'^SNSSlng NSW under the 8un » a talk » 
newsoaners and early news that promises to be of greatest 

lnte?e?t and highly amusing. v seieml 

nf* newanaoers. many of them dating back several 

c™?u?Lf oJder'^ne«rthaS lost of us remember ever read- 
Jnfabou? in the carefree eighth grade, or thereatouts 
when history was a bore. From these papers he has culled 
many an odd Item and dead fact now much stranger than any 

“eclSen o? ilvlng, fiction, ^h®?® “riaV^teeJe 

evening of July 2, at 8 p.m. followlr^ Ms talk, there 

to be a display of fine kodachrooes by Bol Lewis. 
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HOR/ICE- 


dere lezlle — time has now cum 2 whbr. •l.musttdo 
my kontrlbushun 2 hilltes ’and the usual complikashuns 
gather, as u no 1 have tried all kinds of rltlhg. always 
then wuzn’t enuf Insplrashun and when ther vmz enur In- 
spirashun ther wuzn't enuf retorlk. u "no .1 am a f3 a..m be- 
leafer In retorlk only It dont flow out of a riter ezlly 
like water out of a fauslt. retorlk Is more like water 
out of a ptimp thats wher the persplrashun cums In. 


now an then 1 see things here In the stoodlo 
1 get fllosoflkal. ther alnt anything like a stoodlo 2 
make u fllosoflkal unlessen Its a war but 1 cant be tnat 
way much. 1 try sumtlmes 2 do the stuf 1?hat has big muney 
In It like harolane ware like mouse meat's inre mouse loses 
mrs mouse gets mrs mouse. now lezlle u no that alnt in- 
terestln u got 2 hav a happy endln and 1 cant seem 2 make 
It that waj' when mouse finally gets mrs mouse. 1 
wher 1 am koncemed life Is Just Ilk a chlken which has 
lust ben amlxlng it up with a harvestln mashlne maybe the 
chlken Is still* ther but all Its pin fethers Its glammer 
Is gone, 

mrs mouse has ben telling me some of the stories 
she has herd from one of her rich relations' down^at pe 
Santa anlta-camp, they r all wooden biddings and n_ce for 
mice lots- bf'food, and the only distlrbing thing la fhe 
nights end so erly cause the boys get up at 5^45, 

•‘we dun had a party for sum sik soljers seve.:.al 
weaks ago ;and they sure did hav fun. this Id sura-bhlng we 
can-all do to help finish off this war. we_r going c nav 
a lot.of slk soljers around here and we.gpt to niai.*.e tnem 

happy. 


Gur old friendship seems to me today/as steps In 
melting snow. : Happiness, like a gjeat strange has 
swept past me, flashed its gold and brushed me with its 
wings. All I can Tteep Is the shadow.... 

' I loved a woman, and the stars fell from heaven, 
and she Is a■shifting onange and a broken bundle of ^tr- 
rors. Must the tune end here In the dark? .... Let if oe 
forgotten a's, a 'silent footfall In a long-forgotten snow. 

Lafeadio Hearn — "Letters,.to a ^agan." 
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"GO GET *EM" 


Alfred J, Dewey 


“ready on your right: — READY ON YOUR LEFT! — 
READY ON THE FIRING LINE! — WATCH YOUR TARGETS! —— 
(pause)-"GO GET 'EM!" 


All day long, hour after hour, oomes th(9 chant 
of the sergeant’’9 voice from the rifle range through our 
west window: — 


"READY ON YOUR RIGHT! 
READY ON THE FIRING U NE! — 
(pause) —— "GO GET 'EM!" 


— ready ON YOUR LEFT! — 
WATCH YOUR TARGETS! - 


Boys that wouldn't hurt a flea are learning the 
art of killing the enemy, only two blocks from here. 


■ "Shoot first and shoot to kill," says the ser¬ 
geant. "Shoot first and shoo^ ataright if you want to 
live in this he-man's war." 


• ' The rat-tat-tat of the rifles belch forth each 
time, and again, before the echo fades; -- 

"READY ON YOUR RIGHT! — READY ON YOUR LEFT! — 

ready ON THE FIRING LINE! — WATCH YOUR TARGETS! -- 

(pause)— "GO GET 'EM!" 

The sergeant's voice is reassuring. It is the 
voice of a singer giving a command in the theater of war. 
The rat-tat-tat of the rifles i's echoed from the hills. 

"Shoot first and shoot to kill. Shoot first and 
shoot straight. And some day,, maybe, you'll be glad that 
I told you. "■ . . : . 

The sergeant's voice, neither harsh nor profane, 
but confident- and firm; -- ' ■ ■ 


"READY ON YOUR RIGHT!'’READY ON YOUR LEFT! — 

READY ON THE FIRING .LINE'! --'' .WATCH YOUR T^GETS! -- 

(pause) '—-- VGO GET . 'Em!• 

As' the sun sinks 'in'the'west, there domes the 
la?t chant for,the day;- -- .. 

"Good work, boys! You may now fire at will. But, 
GO GET 'EM!". ^ t j 
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BIG TOv\fN STUFF - The Hills of Homes Edith M. Piotor 


If Clara Baldwin, one of the two legal heirs of 
E. J. (Lucky) Baldwin, could come back to earth, she'd 
find many changes in her one time possessions — the 
Baldwin Hills southwest of Los Angeles when her inherit¬ 
ance was hunting grounds and grazing pastures, the low 
lands at their north, swampy, level stretches of peat, 
duck ponds and Japanese vegetable gardens. , (Somehow the 
peat caught fire. Smouldering, it wafted its odor up over 
the hills, "leaving a bad taste in one's mouth and a bad 
smell in one's nose.") It took her death, engineering and 
the vision of two realty men to transform the Baldwin 
Hills of yesterday into the Windsor Hills of today. 

We remember Clara Baldwin of Arcadia years ago, 
her hotel, Claraville, her serving beer over the bar that 
has supported the elbows of many a Sierra Madre man, her 
opera-singing husband, her daughter, Rosebud. Then came 
her money. She moved to Los Angeles, the Angelus Hotel, 
her home. 

The two members of the realty firm tried in vain 
to purchase the Baldwin Hills for subdivision. The senior 
member, Fred Barlow, hearing that the fair Clara was tak¬ 
ing the waters at Swobia, motored to the springs to see 
her personally. Be it to the credit of the fair Clara, 
she spoke the truth if she boasted, as someone said, that 
she "never took the waters except when she.went to the 
springs." Servants, subordinates and attendants, fearful 
of the flow of language that Mrs. Baldwin could turn on, 
left Mr. Barlow to venture alone to her bungalow. The 
door was flung open by Clara herself, red wig, diamonds, 
bracelets and tottering high heels. Much was said, but 
the flamboyant Clara refused to talk or discuss business. 

She died the following year. Her will brought to 
light the bigness of her heart and generosity. Thirteen 
charitable small institutions were among her heirs. The 
Baldwin Hills, part of the inheritance, was incorporated 
and was sold by the thirteen to our realty firm. Platted, 
laid out, developed, the tract was opened for sale in the 
year of 1936 as Windsor Hills. Mr, Barlow built one of 
the first houses as his home. 

Looking across Los Angeles to the Windsor Hills, 
the 1400 houses in their white paint, grey or neutral, 
colored roofs, look like a flock of gulls at rest against 
a green dune. Home owners and home lovers are these up in 
Windsor Hills who are making them the Hills of Homes. 
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